THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

Daughter I was allotted the part of a venerable Arab
physician named Ibn Yahya, who droned interminable
sage speeches through a long white beard in front of the
archidiaconal rhododendrons and laurels, while rows of
garden-party ladies sat on chairs and waited patiently
for their tea. We made no profits for the hospitals. Here
and there, as at Felixstowe, where there must have been a
shortage of pierrots that year, we played to packed, and
easily pleased audiences, but in some of the town halls of
the Suffolk backwoods we used anxiously to peep
through the curtains in the hope that enough people
would arrive to pay for the rent of the hall; while once,
at Bury I think, we acted in a vast old semi-derelict
theatre to a few dimly descried and scattered pilgrims
who might have been left over, with the decorations and
the cobwebs, from the last visit of Mr. and Mrs. Vincent
Crummies. We learned what it was to stand about on
junction platforms on Sunday, and also what theatrical
lodgings were like. These last had to be booked in
advance, and our advance agent used to go ahead of us
to make these and other arrangements and get bills out,
usually rejoining us at night. His name I need not
mention here: he is now an imposing country clergyman;
and he had concocted for himself the remarkable alias of
Eli Maggott, which appeared on the programmes, and
must have astonished the landladies when he left his
cards on them.

There came a day when he thought he would like a
rest, and I was asked to deputize for him; I was to go to
Felixstowe, do our business and then return to, I think,
MildenhalL When I had finished at Felixstowe I thought
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